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Text Roulette 


2:23 Miss you 
2:24 Really miss you 
21:26 Taylor, | miss you. Come see me. 


Taylor looked at his phone and smiled. If there was one thing about Dave it was that the other many couldn't 
let something go. He was like a dog with a bone. And he was needy. So, so needy. 


230 Arent you barbecuing tonight? 
ZIJI Im always barbecuing but Im bored | want some company. Come and see me. H| feed you. 
2H What if Im busy? 


232 | might mean meat 


2132:24 My meat. 
2132:41 | dont care if you're busy. Come and see me. Please? 
2433 Plillllleeeceeaaaaasssssseeee??? 


Taylor chuckled to himself and, pocketing his phone, he made his way through his own empty house and out to 


his car. 


It was a twenty minute drive to Dave's and for good reason. They'd chosen houses close by but far enough 
apart people wouldn't suspect that they were having a relationship. A gay relationship, management had said, 
would be bad for their image. That had been twenty years previously and management still hadn't lifted their 
"No public relationship" policy. Yes, Dave had kicked and screamed and made vague threats but management 


had firmly put their foot down. Want to stay relevant? Do as you're told. 


It was a policy that seemed irrelevant in the 2lst century. There were many celebrities who'd come out of the 
closet and showing off their partners. Why couldn't they? Dave was the one to question. Taylor just followed 
along and was glad that they got to show off on stage. No one cared what they did on stage because Dave 
was normally drunk and Taylor was the affable blonde one that just laughed at drunk Dave's antics. 


2443 WHERE ARE YOUF!?!?! This meat aint gonna eat itself! 


Taylor laughed and shook his head. The traffic snaked before him. It was moving. It just wasn't moving fast 


enough for his Encino-based prince. 


He pulled onto the winding roads and eventually found himself sitting at the base of Dave's driveway. Rather 
than buzzing himself in, he left his car at the gates and walked the rest of the way up the winding, tree-lined 
drive. The smell of cooking meat drifted through the air and, in the distance, he could hear the rumble of 
thunder. LA desperately needed the rains. He wasn't so sure that Dave did. 


Wandering down the garden, Taylor eventually found Dave. The older man was seated in a garden chair with his 
back to Taylor and his large, wood-fired smoker before him. Taylor could see the glow of the embers racing 
up the stove-pipe and into the night air. Dave appeared slumped as though asleep. His shoulders were rolled 
forward and his head was lowered. Taylor knew that the older man wouldn't be sleeping, not while there was 


meat to be watched. His heart broke and he took a deep breathe as he slowly approached the dark haired man 
Resting a hand on Dave's shoulder, he murmured, "Hey." 

The older man turned to look over his shoulder and, in the glow of the lamp at Dave's feet, Taylor could see 
the darkness that swelled through the other man's eyes. He looked tired and down as though he'd been pining 
away. In effect, he had. They both had. 


But, at the sight of the drummer, his face and eyes lit up with the biggest and brightest smile that he had. 


"Taylor!" 

He happily returned the smile. "Hey, buddy. Missed you." 

"Missed you, too." Dave was on his feet and winding his arms around Taylor before the younger man could 
utter another word Kisses were pressed to his cheeks and neck before dancing across the rest of his face. 
Taylor couldn't help but laugh and, even though Dave was sweaty and stank of barbecue, Taylor would never 


have the heart to push him away. 


Eventually Dave pulled back and gazed at him with all the love in the world. Smiling softly, Taylor reached out 
and brushed strands of dark hair back beneath the other man's backward turned cap. 


"Rain's are coming," he softly said. 

| know. We need ‘em." 

He gazed over Dave's shoulder and towards the smoker. "That thing okay in the rain?" 

"Perfectly." 

"Want me to help you pull the pool umbrellas over?" 

"I'd love that" 

After several minutes of pushing and pulling, four umbrellas were arranged over the two garden chairs that 
Dave had placed before his smoker. Between them was a small table with a beer for Dave and coffee for 
Taylor. There was a peaceful, relaxed silence between them and Taylor felt his heart warm. Home wasn't the 


building that you lived in Home was wherever your heart lay. 


The thunder grew closer and the first spots of rain began to patter against the umbrellas. Taylor shivered and 


hunkered down in the chair. 
"You can go inside," Dave murmured. 


Gazing at his lover, he smiled softly and shook his head. "Out here is perfect. The rain. The smell of the smoke. 


You. | wouldn't want to be anywhere else." 
He watched Dave's face light up with a joy that only he saw. The older man got to his feet and shuffled over 
to Taylor. Leaning back, he gazed up at the older man, studying the lines around his eyes and the way that his 


lips curled into that beautiful smile. 


"| love you.” 


Reaching up, he touched his lover's face. "Love you, too." 


The older man leaned down and Taylor smiled as their lips met in a warm, gentle kiss. As the rain grew harder 


so he allowed himself to fall in love all over again. His heart had definitely found its way home. 


